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come. Hsi-rn&i Ch'ing told him to bring Po-chueh in, but
Golden Lotus, greatly excited, cursed Lai An. "Don't let him
come until I am up," she cried.
"He is already in the courtyard," Lai An said. "Then tell
him to keep out of the way."
Lai An went to Ying Po-chiieh. "Please wait outside a
moment," he said. "There is someone in the study." Po-chueh
went towards the pine hedges and looked at the bamboos,"
some of which were still covered with snow. Wang Ching
pulled aside the lattice, and there was a rustle of skirts as
Golden Lotus ran away like a wisp of mist.'
Po-chueh came in and made a reverence to Hsi-men Ch'ing.
Then he sat down.
"It is several days since you were here," Hsi-mSn said.
"Why is that?"
"Brother," Po-chiieh said, "I am absolutely tired of life."
"Why?" Hsi-m6n asked.
"Lately," said Po-chueh, "I have been hard pressed for
money, and, yesterday, without the slightest excuse, Ch'un
Hua went and had a baby. It would not have been so bad if it
had been in the day-time, but it was in the middle of the night.
She was in a bad way and I had to jump out of bed, get ready
papers and bed-clothes, and go out for the midwife. Ying Pao
had gone with my brother to get some fodder, and there was I,
as busy as could be, and not a soul to help me. I got a lantern
and went down the street for old woman F£ng. When she got
there, the baby was born."
"A boy or a girl?" Hsi-mgn asked.
"A boy," Ying Po-chueh said.
"Well, you silly fellow, are you sorry to have a son? So that
slave Ch'un Hua has presented you with a son."
"Aunt Ch'un to you," said Po-chueh, laughing.
"Why did you marry her, you dog, if it is too much trouble
for you to go for the midwife?"
"You don't seem to understand," Po-chueh said. "I am
not like you, and, in this cold weather, I know it only too well.
You are a rich man and a person of importance. When one of
your ladies has a baby, it is as though fresh flowers were added
to a piece of embroidered satin. Of course you are pleased.
But poor people like us can't even bear the sight of our own

